AMONGST THE HIGH PRIESTS OF COMMUNISM

riedly, its officials know no fixed hours of work.
Their high-powered motor-cars stand waiting to
be summoned at a moment's notice, all kind and
class of people come and go on all types of
business.

During my time there the Chancellor of the
institution was a one-time ambassador to Great
Britain. This post, being of a very important charac-
ter in Russia, he was closeted behind padded doors
and was almost unapproachable. He was nicknamed
Peter the Zealot . . . others I have heard call him
Peter Petroff and others have called him Rozengoltz.

The chief commissar of the institution at that
time was one Ordjonikidze, kept as a man apart, a
mysterious person one could rarely see.

Jacob Peters, the notorious, also had his office
in this institution on the same floor as my own and
that of my friend, Mr. Hannah of America. There
are many names which would have no significance
to the rest of the world housed in that building,
but those same names strike terror to the hearts of
the average Russian, and not without reason.

Some of the names already mentioned are mem-
bers of the famous or infamous " Cheka," which
forms the collegium of the O.G.P.U., that is, they
are the virtual masters of the whole of Russia.

Members of the dreaded " Cheka " spy on the
spies, watch one another and unknowingly are
watched themselves the meanwhile. Five-year
industrial plans are mingled with five-year political
plots. Strange furtive employees suddenly appear
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